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be, require of me what thou pleasest; if I can, I will perform it.
But I am a man of no account among my people, the servant of
the Duke my lord. If he tell me today or tomorrow, Feed here,
feed there, how shall I protect thy tree in this distant forest? Yet
if thou commandest me, I will renounce the service of princes,
and dwell under the shadow of thy oak, and guard it while I live."

" Do so," said the Elf:  " thou shalt not repent it."

Hereupon she vanished; and there was a rustling in the
branches above, as if some breath of an evening breeze had been
entangled in them, and had stirred the leaves. Krokus, for a
while, stood enraptured at the heavenly form which had appeared
to him. So soft a female, of such slender shape and royal bear-
ing, he had never seen among the short squat damsels of his own
Sclavonic race. At last he stretched himself upon the moss, but
no sleep descended on his eyes; the dawn overtook him in a
whirl of sweet emotions, which were as strange and new to him
as the first beam of light to the opened eye of one born blind.
"With the earliest morning he hastened to the Court of the Duke,
required his discharge, packed up his war-accoutrements, and,
with rapid steps, his burden on his shoulders, and his head full
of glowing enthusiasm, hied him back to his enchanted forest-
hermitage.

Meanwhile, in his absence, a craftsman among the people, a
miller by trade, had selected for himself the round straight trunk
of the oak to be an axle, and was proceeding with his mill-men
to fell it. The affrighted Elf sobbed bitterly, as the greedy saw
began with iron tooth to devour the foundations of her dwelling.
She looked wildly round, from the highest summit, for her faithful
guardian, but her glance could find him nowhere; and the gift of
prophecy, peculiar to her race, was in the present case so ineffec-
tual, that she could as little read the fate that stood before her,
as the sons of ^Esculapius, with their vaunted prognosis, can dis-
cover ways and means for themselves when Death is knocking at
their own door.

Krokus, however, was approaching, and so near the scene of
this catastrophe, that the screeching of the busy saw did not
escape his ear. Such a sound in the forest boded no good: he
quickened his steps, and beheld before his eyes the horror of the
devastation that was visiting the tree which he had taken under
his protection. Like 'a fury he rushed upon the wood-cutters,
with pike and sword, and scared them from their work; for they